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Our men, I said, were huddled together on the damp
flagstones of a dark cellar, deprived of all fresh air, and
sometimes kept without food for days. Several had gone
mad. The majority were suffering from dysentery, but
they were allowed to visit a trench outside their cellar
only three times a day, and sometimes not even so often,
for if a prisoner had any money, a knife, tobacco, any-
thing that the sentry wanted, he was forbidden to relieve
his bowels until he had parted with it.

" I will leave twenty pounds of this money/9 I said,
" to be administered by you on behalf of our sick
prisoners."

" The Turkish Red Crescent will take care of the needs
of your prisoners," answered the Consul, who desired to
stand well in the estimation of the Turks.

" Not in Mosul,55 I said. " I want you to share with the
Commandant the responsibility for the treatment of our
prisoners. Soap is needed for two hundred men who have
been unable to wash for over a month ; and a dozen
kerosene tins, to hold the water which is often denied to
them by the sentries ; and about a hundred blankets. I
will give you a list of the chief requirements to-morrow,
also a letter for Baron von Mumm."

My bluntness annoyed the Consul, but when the Sub-
lime Porte telegraphs from Constantinople the Provinces
lend a respectful ear ; and in this case the German
Ambassador was also concerned. I felt sure that my voice
crying in the wilderness would be heard to good effect.

The Commandant now demanded what complaints I
had to make, whereupon a confused wrangle began :

" There is not much use doing anything until the men
are moved to better quarters," I said. " They will go on
dying in that filthy cellar."